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had now taken the precaution of building a triple fortification.
He found it possible to divert the waters of the little Jagh-
jagh river which flows past Nisibis, eventually into the Khabur,
and by a series of easily constructed bunds to convert the
country around into a lake. Upon this he launched a fleet of
armed vessels and rafts carrying siege-engines, and was able to
c engage almost upon a level, the troops which defended the
rampart'. In the end, as can be imagined, it was the water-
pressure which became too much for the walls, and a wide
breach appeared, The next stage of the fight must have
presented a scene after the heart of some film-producers, for,
into the breach, along with the rushing waters of the lake,
Sapor drove a deep column of heavily armed cavalry and
elephants, many of whom were actually drowned by falling
into deep holes concealed by the flood. In this welter of mud,
corpses and wounded animals it was impossible to distinguish
victors from vanquished, and as night fell a truce was called.
Next day, while the Romans were hastily repairing the damage
to their wall and city, Sapor was suddenly summoned to Media
to deal with a barbarian invasion.

It was not until some years later, when affairs in north
Persia were satisfactorily settled, that Sapor, living quietly in
Ctesiphon, had leisure to remember his quarrel with Rome.
He then attempted to march directly on Antioch, but found
that the Romans had profited by his absence from Mesopo-
tamia to put insuperable difficulties in his way. He was thus
compelled to turn north, and take a circuitous route through
Anatolia. This involved passing by Nisibis, which with great
restraint he succeeded in doing. He cast scarcely more than
a prudently disdainful glance at its walls, where a hundred
and fifty feet of clean, new brickwork were the only remaining
evidence of the hole he had made. Amida also he had intended
to pass by with no more aggressive gesture than that of march-
ing close beneath its walls. This he did; but some * black
heart' of Amida must have been unimpressed, for an arrow-
hit him on the gold helmet, and, when he wheeled the army
to make a furious demonstration, a shaft from a balKsta slew
the only son of his friend Grumbates who rode beside him.
After this there was nothing for it but a serious siege. Seventy
days were in fact wasted over Amida on this occasion,
and 30,000 valuable troops, to say nothing of all the siege-